times, but more rarely, it could be concentrated into the
aspect of a plastic and abstract form, which he rediscovered
at long intervals in his dreams, and again, during his waking
hours, in the shape of an idea or an image quite unconnected
with it. Alarmed at first by the narrowness of his experience
and knowledge, he promptly reassured himself with the
thought of this range of sensations which did indicate a deep
and intimate acquaintance with his age. He then remembered
that the Hundred Years War and the Revolution, in which
he had not indeed taken part, aroused in him other and
equally specific ranges of sensations. Then he thought of
his left foot. A sort of bunion had formed on his great toe,
between the joints, which from time to time caused him
acute pain. It was not a corn. Helene, whom he had
consulted, had insisted that it was a corn. But it wasn't a
corn. Michaud was absolutely sure of this. Besides he had
often had occasion to observe that women knew nothing
about men's feet.

As he was walking down the Rue Pigalle, a soft voice
called to him in the darkness. Doubtless the woman had
known from the footstep that he was a man. A form brushed
against him, a light hand was laid on the sleeve of his
overcoat, and the voice said: ' Come along, darling.'
Michaud answered roughly that he hadn't time. ' It won't
take long,9 said the soft voice insistently. A tousled head of
hair, which felt youthful, brushed against his chin. Reso-
lutely Michaud thrust the girl aside, and strode on, but the
hair and the voice left a lingering regret. He envied men
who spent their time amusing themselves, and had nothing
else to think of but their own enjoyment. c To be born
rich/ he reflected, ' or with the gift of making money, and
to devote oneself entirely to women and amusement, is a
very inoffensive sort of life, whatever a pack of rheumatic
moralists may say. If, instead of pursuing ideas and high
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